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T he Tragedie of Richard D.»f 

g a;aj? «* 

gttassssSSff 

P'fZtif 11 thus , m y LordAn « ofna moment 

£*5*** D f tore a lawful1 Mag'firate: 
fZ ,S nont -‘ b « doth Vfurpe your right, 

Andyetyourgraecflandsbound-tohhn^oath. 

T- hen noble father rcfolueyour felfc, X 
And once more cjaimetbe Crowne, 

I am T;/, ai f dlOU lob °y- fwh y dien it fliall be fo, 

Iam refoiucd to win the crowne or die. 

Wl tif w h o In 'r fb tO f dm0nd Brm h LotdCobbam, 

1 1 whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife- 

An ?h C d ^fZ a£W>(hak to ^& r /°‘k e ftraight, 

And bid the Duke to mufler v p his fouldiersf 

And come to me to Warfield ptcCemly. 

A nd , L ° ndm lirai ghffhalt poafl. 

And bid •Bmsgrd NeittU Earle of WarMckfi F 

_ o leaue the Citte ; and with his men of war 
Lo meet me at faint A^cen daics hence, * 

My felfe hecre in Satidall cable will prouide 
«oth men and money to fiirder our attempts. 

Wow what newes? ” r~ . , . ^ 

Accompanied with die Earles of Cumberland, 
MrthumberUnd^rA We/lmer landed others of the 
tu r°j ^ ff,arc marching towards Wakefield, 

To befiedgeyou in your Cable heere, 

r ; « Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mvr timer, ' 

*u,Z,a Cj ° dsnan,c l ff chem comc - ' Coufen^W 
^epoaft you hence! and boies,ftayyou with me. 

Sir him and Sir Hugh eJ3/ ortimers mine vncles, 
j are welcome to Smdall in an happy houre, 
i he armie of the Queen e means to beliedge y$« 

Sir 
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forbe^nd tftnriethefixt. 

_ t ^ T «l 


Tor. What with fiue thoufand fouldiers vnde> ( n 
RichX father, with fiue hundred for ameed, 

A woman’s gencralljwhat fhould you fcare- 

TV.Indeed many braue battailes haue I won 

Jn Normandy, when as the enemic , , 


in: 


a AUmespnd (hen enter the your, gpur-.e of 

%utUm,and his l at or. 

Tutor.' Oh flic my Lord, lets leaue the Cable, 

And flic to Wakefield ftraighr. 

Enter Clifford. . 

TUt.O Tutor lookc where bloody, Clifford cpnies. 

C’tf. Chaplin awaic,thy priefthood faucs thy hie, 

A s for the brat of that accuricd Duke 
Whofe fadier flew my father, hc.flia!l d«e- 

Tut or. Oh Clifford fparc this tender Lord, lean heatien 

Reuenge iton thy head : Oh faue his fife. 

Clif. Souldiers awaie,and draghim hence perforce: 

Awaie with die villaine. _ the Chaplin. 

How now,what dead already for is it fcarcthac 
Makes him clofe his eiesflle open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the lambe. 

And fo he walkes inful ting ouer his praie. 

And fo he turtles againe to rend his limbcs in funder J 
Oh Clifford, VAl me with diyfword, and 
Not with fuch a cruell threatniog lookc. 

3 am to meane a fubieft for thy wrath, 

Be thou reuengd on men and let me line. 

Clif . In vaine thou fpeakefl: poorc boy : my fathers blood. 
Hath ftopt the paflage where thy words fhould enter, 

‘Rjit. 1 hen let my fathers blood ope it againe. 

He is a maniand Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif . Had I thy Brethren heere, their hues and thine 
Were not reuenge fuffreient for me, 

Ba> “ Or 





